JOURNEY   WITHOUT   END              60
we were not feeling too cheerful when we boarded the train
that runs along the mountain railway to Wellington. But
the remarkable scenery and the novelty of the journey
quickly made us forget our troubles. It took us four hours
to travel thirteen miles, and we crossed between thirty and
forty bridges. These bridges have no sidewalks, and the
train gives the impression of literally hanging over the side
with a sheer drop of thousands of feet below. In just over
an hour and a-half we had climbed 2000 feet and the
temperature dropped from 105 to 60 degrees. By the
time we reached Wellington we had climbed a good 9000
feet. It was a most exhilarating experience, and the
diversity of wild life added to the excitement. Once again
we saw thousands of monkeys, with birds and butterflies of
every kind and colour. Half-way up we stopped at Conoor,
where there are extensive coffee plantations, and where for
a short distance there is a double track to allow the down
train to pass. The engines running on this line are of Swiss
manufacture, and the whole railway must be one of the most
remarkable engineering feats in the world. The builders
knew that the district would be free from gales, and were
thus able to carry out the most daring plans.
This natural beauty persisted at Wellington itself, and I
remember particularly a fountain playing in the middle of
the road on our way from the station to the barracks.
Cattle were drinking and birds bathing without the
slightest embarrassment. Disease certainly seemed very far
away.
There was always a battalion of infantry permanently in
residence at thfc barracks, and during the summer months
this was augmented by details from all parts of southern
India. A public highway ran through the many buildings
and the sentry posts were consequently both numerous and
somewhat far-flung. The actual garrison sentries were, of
course, supplied by the infantry, but I found myself detailed
to guard one of the outlying posts. Oddly enough, I was to
relieve my friend Dufiy, wh8 was on from six in the evening
till eight, I found him in a great state, full of the most
gloomy forebodings,